YEARS  OF WAVERING

man who is not very sure of his words. He was silent, a good listener,
courteous and gentle mannered, and he possessed a curious charm which
attracted women as much as it did men. 'At first glance', said one visitor,
1 took him for an opium addict. Not a bit of it; he himself is the drug,
and you quickly come under its influence.* He was not lacking in humour;
when his cousin, Prince Napoleon, had the temerity to say to him: 'The
Emperor? But you are like him in nothing', he replied: 'You are wrong,
my dear fellow; like him, I am saddled with his family.' "Within limits,
he had a certain degree of culture, with a liking for history, political
theory and the art of war. Twenty years of conspiracies, schemes and
captivity had packed his brain with a whole world of illusions. 'Scratch
the Emperor*, observed Guizot, 'and you will find the political refugee/
His shyness sometimes made him curt, but he was resolved to be popular
and worried those whose task it was to guard him because of his mania
for shaking hands. 'We saw to it that he shook only the hands of police-
men.' His projects were generous, but always confused, except in con-
spiracy, where he had displayed a kind of genius; his extraordinary
career made, him fatalistic and superstitious. His youth in Italy among
the carbonari had taught him the strength of European nationalism; there-
fore he defended the right of peoples to determine their own destinies,
which was to make of this despotic sovereign an unexpected champion
of liberal Europe. His dream was a European federation. At heart he
felt himself a disciple of Saint-Simon; his stay in England had led him
better to understand working people's aspirations, and he was even more
a humanitarian than an authoritarian. *My friends', he would say, 'are
working in the shops/ But having been elected by the bourgeoisie, he was
never able to build the socialist Empire which was certainly what he
wanted. All in all, the man was interesting, the sovereign troublesome.
His isolation from the country made him the tool of those around him,
and they were not of a reassuring species. Since the Empire was to be
hereditary and the Emperor was not married, the heir-designate was
Jerome Bonaparte, and after him, his son Prince Napoleon, nicknamed
'Plonplon', who was thirty years old, an intelligent fellow with a
curious bent of mind, an anti-clerical and therefore frightening to the
conservatives without being attractive to the republicans. Jerome's
daughter, the Princess Matilda, a friend of Sainte-Beuve, Renan and the
Goncourts, served as a link between the intellectuals and the Empire.
Napoleon Hi's illegitimate half-brother and companion in adventure,
Morny, a dandified businessman, gaudily paraded his birth and planted
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